Letters to Robert A. Monroe 
re: Far Journeys (Set 10) 
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Dear Mr. Monroe, 


I'm sure you receive a lot of letters. Who knows if you get 
to read mine. I hope you do. For I know how interested you are in find- 
ing out whose hand that was on page 89 in Journeys. And I venture to 
say,it might have been mine ,or one of mine. At least the one with the 
"hook". I have an idea what the card with the address on Broadway 
could mean. On the day I read JOURNEYS I tried to contact someone at 
a Broadway address. Unkown. As a child got an electric shock from ring- 
ing a doprbell. Scared of water as a child. None of this would hold up 
in court. But the hook is a different story. 


So let me quickly fill you.in. The time is irrelevant, as you will 
see. I myself can not remember on which New Year's Eve Party the inci- 
dent occurred. It must have happened some two, three, or even four years 
before 1958 in which year (on May 12) I arrived in the U.S.A. from 
Berlin/Germany, where I was born on June 17, 1931. I had come for a visit 
of my aunt Rebecca Kaboolian, fell head over heels in love with my cousin 
and got married July 15, 1958, raising a family here America, my second 
home, my home away from home. For during my dreams, or as you call then, 
out-of-bodies,I do live a double-life. Of that I am quite aware. 


When, a few days ago, I read Journeys I remember having read it 

| in Berlin invadjacent reality apparently. While reading it a few days ago 
here in New Jersey I recalled the American Playground in Berlin where I 
had been supervisor during my summer vacation from college (Free Univer- 
sity in Berlin). I had already read your book sitting in the booth pro- 
vided me. This before 1958 in this reality. Which means, of course, that 
I must have read it "out-of-body". But enough of the time element. 


The hand with the hook. It was a contest of sorts. Balloons were 
circulated among the dancing couples. Whenever the music stopped, spo- 
radically -- right in the middle of a dance number -- you had better not 
have a balloon in your hand, or you and your partner were “out". The 
couple not caught with a balloon was the winner, got to dance a waltz, 
solo, and received a gift of some kind. But let's get to the heart of 
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the matter. 


The music was blaring, yes, even in those days. Trying to avoid 
the balloons my partner and I danced as far away from couples who had 
them, as possible. Eventually, though, I had to accept one. The balloons 
were tied to stiff wires, bent upwards at the end by about 1/4 of an 
inch. As soon as I received it I tried to get rid of it. I held it out 
to the young man of the couple dancing next to us. He obligingly pulled 
it out of my hand -- or I should really say, he pulled it right “into" 
my hand. For the open end of the bent wire dug itself into the little 
finger of my right hand like a hook into a fish. 


So far the evening had been fun. I had, after all, once, a few years 
before, won a contest just like this .1¢, We might have a chance at 
winning this one too. But for this hook! The young man pulled eagerly. 
The sooner he'd have the balloon in his hand the sooner he would be able 
to get rid of it, himself. He pulled. With my other hand I pulled the 
wire back towards me -- curiously I was still laughing, laughing, while 
inwardly wincing with pain. Our arms went back and forth, back and forth. 
He didn't understand, of course.-- was probably thinking I was playing 
some kind of silly game. For pain I could not talk or explain. The music 
was still blaring. Why didn't it stop? It would all be over, then. 


Finally, my partner, quite exasperated by now -- why on earth would 
I want to hold on,so stubbornly,to that balloon, thereby ruining our 
chances for winning for sure -- screamed at the top of his lungs, “What 
are you trying to do? Give it to him, will you?" 


And that did it. Tears streamed down my face. I couldn't stop them. 
Horrified, the young man let go. The couples around us stopped dancing. 
They watched as I tried to “unhook” myself. The band was still playing -- 
it was a big ballroom. 


For years, one side of the upper part of my little finger was numb. 
Even now,some thirty years after the fact, I feel the memory of that 
pain in my hand, all the way up my arm to my shoulder. There is still a 


faint white scar where the hook went in. 


From sheer joy to excruciating pain in one unforgettable even- 
ing. Can a whole life experience be like this? But then, I always 
think in symbols. Only now I'd like to reverse it. The best part is 
yet to come. 


Just reeeived Far Journeys from my book store. Your photo on the 
book cover reminds me of our English professor, Prof. Dr. Huebner, at 
the F.U. of Berlin. He loved Charles Dickens. I liked the professor 
very much -- and he must have liked me. I'm afraid I bluffed myself 
through his course more than I studied for it, and I told him so. But 
he said, he didn't care, that he just wanted to know if the message 
"sot through" -- and that, in my case, he knew it did. I've always been 
grateful to him. 


And how can I thank.you enough for all you have done to help people 
like me understand their experiences? There is another parallel between 
the professor and you. I remember his exact words. The analogy he used 
was broadcasting. This is what he said, "It's like broadcasting, my 
dear, I just wanted to know if the message got through." But maybe I 
should tell you this little story in detail. 


It was for an oral exam. As usual, I had not studied too much. 
Wordsworth and Coleridge, dates, details of their lives and poetry. 
The class before us told some of us the set-up. "He starts from the 
right-hand side and works himself towards the left. He starts easy and 
ends up with the nitty-gritty questions as he goes along. The people 
towards the left have a slim chance at passing. The last one is a dead 
duck." Stupid me couldn't tell right from left and sat in the last seat. 
So what did I do? Every chance I got, my ham shot in the air to volun- 
teer whatever little I knew. The three people next to me had hardly any 
answers to give. The questions had become so impossible, the girl before 


me -- next to last -- was red in the face and trembling. Her necklace 
jumped up and down. I was still smiling and happily bluffing -- and just 
when it was my turn the professor said, "Well, that does it, have a good 
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summer, everybody!" He never even called on me! Worried that he some- 
how forgot and that I wouldn't get a grade at all I asked him, and 
I've already told you what his answer was. It was like a broadcast; he 
wanted to know if his course had been received. That was all. He was 

a great guy. He is a great guy -- where ever he is at this moment. And 
he does look a lot like you! 


I felt I had to share my fo92ing with you, the feeling that it was 
my hand. And that is all it is. I ha 
I suppose I might say with my dear old professor, "Who cares? As long 


e no hard facts to back it up. But 


as the message gets through." And so I wanted to give this message to 


you and let ¥ou decide. Also, I wanted to thank you for everything you've 
done. I loved Journeys and can't wait to read Far Journeys. 


Give my love to the very familiar looking red-head on the front ov 
cover of Journeys. I have a Lot of red-head associations. And here it 


becomes quite mystical. \ Qk aQQ aie Cate. 6 
But enough for now. 


P.S. On page 92 (JOURNEYS)I saw myself and my husband -- newly-weds in 
July 1958 (not 1959, that was my mistake in the long-hand letter) 
sitting in chairs near the outside of the motel in which we were 
staying like an old married couple. Out-of-body in timelessness 
we (you and I) may have met. 


P.S.S. I'll enclose a photostat of another letter describing my spon- 
taneous 0.0.b. of 1983. Just so you know what I've been up to. 
My typewriter broke down for the 2nd time. Hope you can read my 
handwriting. 
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7 lh In the fall of 1983, in the month of August to be precise, I had an out-of- 


ial body experience which happened spontaneously from the dream state. I was all over 
the place. Place? The places came to me»Mostly no sights, no sound, except "inner" 
WV sound, that is "messages" that I converted into one word messages for myself, 


here and there.It's almost impossible -- and most of it IS impossible -- to put 
into words. But I'll try. I witnessed strong electric beams shooting into what 
\ eventually knew to have been Jane's body. It looked like an enormous fan, the 
hokes of which were made up of strong electric beams. These thought beams, or 
Mannels, seen as electricity represented the wise one. I saw this electric dis- 
lay contrasted against the pitch-black sky. The latter represented people "in 
e dark", On both sidesof the fan there were strung up on a horizontal line, 
“like bridge lights, the lights of awareness, or stars, of Jane's ESP class. I 
was amazed at how many there were. My first thought was, that I wanted to go right 
into that fan. That should have been me, I thought. "Indirectly", I was made to 
understand, I envied all those other lights and again was made to understand that 
their "time" and mine, and that of the wise one would not intersect. I was sad. 
At that time I did not know the term “other probability". Soon I would. Somewhere 
I had attended my birth, been given a few particulars as to my parents, my genetic 
code, etc. I was given a glimpse of my incarnations which are, of course, inter- 
woven with the rest of humanity as I suppose everyone's, but there were two that 
were substantially more me than not ME, I've forgotten who they were, ‘this was 
just to show me that I was more than I had always thought I was. In another di- 
mension I felt an unseen presence physically standing so close behind me that 
its body was touching me full length, a very satisfying sexual experience for 
me, We couldn't be together yet, but at the end this presence would be back. First 
I thought that I'd had to wait till death. Now I know it as a psychic "orgasm" 
which is in a way more satisfying than the mere physical one. : 
After I'd been in absolute emptiness, no sights, sounds, nothing but my own 
consciousness of non-thought, but of my own awareness, just plain being, no sad- 
ness, no happiness, just being,;I found myself in various learning centers. Then 
came the biggest challenge, that of entering into physical reality. This would 
be a first of sorts. Right now there was a standstill, something had to be accompl- 
ished for me to advance in some other level of awareness of consciousness. Would 
I be able to enter? It was the tiniest opening that I had to hit at a slant of 
the most precise angle. The sensation was that of jumping off a diving board if 
you've never done it. I must have made it, for I'm here to tell about it. The 
actual jumping, or reentering I do not recall. But the opening was smaller than 
a pinhole. 
One morning in the fall of 1983 I woke up with all these memories. They must 
have inserted themselves into my memory banks during the dream state. But this 
ie had been no dream, This had been real. At first I thought the fan represented 
the only trance personality I knew of at the time, namely Cayce, but in the spring 
of the following year when I read my first Seth book I knew exactly who it repre- 
sented, I had a dream of a leprechaun who told me that I was good at writing which 
was news to me but made me jump for joy, while in waking reality I used a cane 
because of a severe arthritic condition. The latter had been the reason why a 
friend of mine had introduced me to the Cayce books in 1982 which latter prepared 
me for Seth. And right from the start I got surprises. The first one was when 
I encountered my dream Leprechaun as the painting that Rob Butts did of Seth. 
When I came across it in the book store approximately two weeks later, I almost 
dropped the book. This was just a bit too much for me, There he was, smock and 
all. Then coincidences kept happening that were, of course, no coincidences at 
all. I started writing poems again. In May of 1984 I typed my poems and realized 
that they wrote my own story, an inner odyssey of sorts. There was a life or death 
race on concerning my manuscript (in my dreams, of course). I mailed the manuscript 
to Rob Butts. It arrived a few weeks after Jane Rohert's death. And T hadn't even 
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known she was sick. I was too late, Jane did not get to read my INNER ODYSSEY. ae 


My heart broke when I found out how she had suffered. I had such close ties with 
her and her material, especially to the drawings in Rob's DIALOGUES. There was 
the picture of my mother's writer friend Herrn Stratz. It was unmistakable. Many 
other other personal associations, too many to go into here.Though I might mention 
that my mom who is Armenian, by the way, and is my husband's aunt, I married my 
first cousin, told me repeatedly and pointed out on some photos of my father's, ° 
who wasGerman, "See, Ute, that is your cousin ROBERT and this is your very kind 
auntie SETTCHEN. How about that? I suppose just like there are physical families 
there are also psychic families. And my mother was very family-oriented, just 
like most Armenians are. And look at me, I married an Armenian, not only that, 

I married my ~ first cousin. 


One more thing which might interest you also. In 1969 I wrote what I call 
my three Seth Poems, UNIVERSAL IDEAS, THOUGHTS and NOW, That was 15 years before 
I ever heard of Seth. As a six year old I had a white light experience on my 
garden path in ofall places Berlin/Germany. There was nothing but this white light. 
No world, no body of mine, nothing but pure white light. I was, myself, that white 
light. The feeling I had was pure ecstacy, Everything was so simple. It had to 
do with time and with 5. And I was made to understand or I understood that I had 
to be patient and wait till I grew up. And at the end it would be like this, so 
wonderful. All fear went out the window. But I have two memories. One in which © 
I had this memory, and one in which I didn't. I suppose after my oob the white 
light experience inserted itself into my memory banks, But it was, it is real. 

No doubt about it. After a little while the golden sun came back, I wondered at 
the difference in color between the white and the normal golden sun, There must 
be two suns the six year old thought. 

One more thing I will tell you. Like the white light experience I had as an 
eighteen year old Sumari and cordella dreams, Actually asked my teachers if they'd 
heard of the term cordella. I'd been very interested in the origin of language 
per se. No one had ever heard of the term. No wonder, Seth didn't come around un- 
til years later. 


Now I also zoom in on various trance sessions to a greater or 
lesser degree. As an example, when attending a seminar of John of 
Jerry Bowman entitled ‘ILLUSIONS OF TIME’ "in spirit" I believe I 
made John rhyme at the end. A woman who John thinks was in his 


audience at the time was for me part of a clairvoyant dream for this 
woman actually showed up in physical reality visiting me. Also I re- 


member we had no time (John=entity and I) -- it was at the end of his 


seminar when I actively (in spirit) participated. I wanted to make a 
poem out of the rhyme, put some rhythm into it, though I knew this 
was not the framework for it. 


